The Safety Catch
If
The activity at Stinton Street was unprecedented. It was colossal.
Thousands of telegrams went out to all parts ot Britain. Accommo-
dation for the thousands of i OCA! Leaders was sought and found
and listed and notified. The Meetings Organiser strode about, the
very figure, the type of Napoleon in a hained anxious world. He
was the man who booked the hall that held the men who followed
the Chief who had the Idea tlut brought the peace that saved the
world that God built. To be Joe was to be nearest the Leader,
closest to history, and only a little under God in this chain-like
structure. He went about accordingly, brooding, starting when
spoken to, replying with nods, pointings and monosyllables. Every-
one was busy, everyone taciturn. The hours raced by to the climax.
The typewriter carnages Hew back ami forth, the Roneo machines
flapped ceaselessly, throwing out circulars, programmes and agenda.
It was as if a team mustered for a last defence of the goal. Away in
the branches, Local Leaders announced their call to the great
conference.
"Ah," said the members with dramatic satisfaction, "Now!"
And even die members who had written disturbing letters to
Stinton Street said, with a certain personal complacency, "Now,
perhaps."
It was action*
And behind it sat the Leader, his hour not yet come. He had *
thrown this sop of action to his Cerberus, and could await the
Conference with what' tranquillity he might muster.
The Press carried advertisements of the great conference, for a
certain number of seats were to be held for the general public.
There was to be nothing secret about a; times* were too touchy for
that References were made in the columns of the daily papers, and
all England asked the old question* but with a new emphasis,
"What is Klooner going to do about it?" for none, not even Joe
Gearie with his passion for sitting in the Leader's chair, and glancing
casually at notes and scribblings, knew the answer. Only John, in
his solitary heart, could know,
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